THE   BURNING   SECRET

been with his mother and the baron. ... So the fateful
secret clung to this place too? Footsteps drew nearer; a
soft gurgle of laughter could be heard. Supposing this
approaching couple should catch sight of him? He
cowered farther back into the darkness. But they did
not see him. They passed quietly by, wrapped in one
another's embrace. Edgar was beginning to breathe
freely once more, when they stopped, pressing their
faces together, and a sigh of content escaped from the
woman's mouth. The man spoke a few rapid words.
Edgar felt horribly frightened, and at the same time he
thrilled with an unknown pleasure. A minute later the
gravel crunched beneath their feet; the pair were
swallowed up in the shadows.

Edgar's pulses beat furiously, and a sense of solitude
gripped him. He longed to hear the sound of a friendly
voice; to feel an affectionate hug; to see a lighted and
familiar room, people he knew and loved. The un-
canny darkness of the night had sunk into his very-
marrow. He would burst if he did not shake himself
free.

Home! Home! A warm and lighted room! Persons
he knew! All would be well, then. Nothing bad could
happen if he were once with his own people. They
might scold him or even beat him, he did not care so
long as he had no more to dwell in darkness and
solitude.

Hardly knowing what he did he ran on and on, till
again he found himself in front of Grandma's house,
with his hand ready to pull the bell. Through the curtain
of greenery, he saw that the windows were alight; in
imagination he pictured the familiar rooms, and their
occupants. This proximity was a pleasure; and if he
still hesitated to ring, it was merely to revel in his
happiness, in the knowledge that he was near to those
he loved and who loved him.
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